REMINISCENCES

I have never met anyone who more thoroughly!
understood what he wanted to have in life. Most liter-
ary men who have begun as journalists find an almost
fatal attraction about the journalist's life which is ever
and anon luring them back to the work of a newspaper,
whether it be the writing of leading articles or the com-
position of criticism or the exciting work of a war corre-
spondent. Only the other day I happened to read an
essay by my old friend David Christie Murray which
illustrated feelingly and accurately the manner in which
one thus taken with this love of journalism drags at
each remove a lengthening chain when he tries to get
away from the work of a newspaper. William Black
was governed by no such feeling. His taste was for
novel-writing, and when once he had accomplished a
success in that field which promised to be lasting, he
withdrew from journalism and never felt the slightest
inclination to return to it. It was the same with him
in all his ways. He loved yachting, and shooting over
Highland moors, and a house by the sea, and the com-
panionship of his friends, and he gave himself up to
these enjoyments and sought for nothing else. He was
eminently a social man, but the society he cared for
was only that of the men and women whom he liked
and with whom he felt at home. For what is called
society in the conventional sense he cared little or
nothing. He was very popular in West End society,
when he cared to go there, but he seldom did care to
go there, and it did not give him the slightest pleasure
or feeling of pride to see his name among the list of
guests at a dinner-party in a fashionable house. He
was fond of art, and loved picture galleries and picture
exhibitions, indeed he had studied painting, and thought
at one time of devoting himself to the pencil altogether.
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